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My merry merry merry roundelay,

Concludes with Cupid's curse,
They that do change old love for new,

Pray gods they change for worse !
Oenone.    My love can pipe, my love can sing,

My love can many a pretty thing,
And of his lovely praises ring

My merry merry roundelays,

Amen to Cupid's curse,
They that do change old love for new,

Pray gods they change for worse.

G, PEELE

From The Arraignment of Paris, 1584

Melpomene, the muse of tragic songs,
With mournful tunes, in stole of dismal hue,
Assist a silly nymph to wail her woe,
And leave thy lusty company behind.
Thou luckless wreath !  becomes not me to wear
The poplar-tree for triumph of my love ;
Then as my joy, my pride of love is left,
Be thou unclothed of thy lovely green,
And in thy leaves my fortune written be,
And them some 'gentle wind let blow abroad,
That all the world may see how false of love
False Paris hath to his CEnone been.

G,

From The Old Wives' Tale, 1595
All ye that lovely lovers be,
Pray you for me 5
Lo, here we come a-sowing, a-sowing,
And sow sweet fruits of love ;
In your sweethearts well may it prove.
#       *       #
Lo, here we come a-reaping, a-reaping,
To reap ourtharvest fruit.
And thus we pass the year so long,
And never be we mute.
G. PEELE
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